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Thy gowns, thy shoes, thy beds of roses,
Thy cap, thy kirtle, and thy posies.
Soon break, soon wither, soon forgotten,
In folly ripe, in reason rotten,

Thy belt of straw and ivy buds,
Thy coral clasps and amber studs,
All these in me no means can move
To come to thee and be thy love.

But could youth last, and love still breed,
Had joys no date, nor age no need;
Then these delights my mind might move
To live with thee and be thy love.
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From England's Helicon, 1600
The Shepherd's praise of his sacred Diana.
Praised' be Diana's fair and harmless light,
Praised be the dews wherewith she moists the ground,
Praised be her beams, the glory of the night,
Praised be her power, by which all powers abound.
Praised be her nymphs, with whom she decks the woods,
Praised be her knights in whom true honour lives,
Praised be that force by which she moves the floods;
Let that Diana shine which all these gives.
In heaven queen she is among the spheres,
She mistress-like makes all things to be pure;
Eternity in her oft change she bears;
She beauty is, by her the fair endure.
Time wears her not, she doth his chariot guide;
Mortality below her orb is placed;
By her the virtue of the stars down slide,
In her is virtue's perfect image cast.
A knowledge pure it is, her worth to know;
With Circes let them dwell, that think not so.
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